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Note on Titjle. 



" Xapra^vKaKiov " should have been a more cri- 
tically and classically correct, but "Area" is a 
less pedantic and pretentious title. In Numis- 
matology, the term "nummos," which occurs in 
the motto, comprises currency from minimum to 
maximum value. The present collection may be 
classed in the category of the former, taken as 
paper money. How far it shall be permitted to 
circulate remains to be proved. "The trial of 
the Pyx, — a chest or coffer ("Area") in which 
are deposited pieces of different gold and silver 
coins, — is/' says the lexicographer, " the trial of 
these coins previous to their being issued from 
the Mint, and takes place by jury in the Court 
of Exchequer." To such a^say-process the 



vi NOTE ON TITLE. 



contents of this "Arcula" are now submitted. 
Peradventure they might be (3hallenged in the 
words of lago — 

" What may you be 1 Ar^ you of good or evil ? ** 

To which response is hereby made in the rejoinder 
of Lodovico — 

** As you shall 'prove us, praise us.' 
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3 AC RED. 






^PUUo de Repuh, vi. 

** nium optimum ao maximum rit^ dioes, 
et staiorem, quod stant benefioio ejuB omnia, 
quia omnium parens—quia ratio penes ilium est, 
numerusque, et ordo, et scientia— etc** 

^Seneca de Beruf, iv. 7, 8. 

Thou art Omnipotent ! Thou didst from nought 

Create the universe, and bad'st the light 

Flash forth from darkness. Thou with life hast fraught 

All space — the land, the sea, the air. Thy might 

Causeth the system vast in course to roll. 

And doth its complex enginery control.* 

* '* Sio undique omni ratione oonoluditur, 
mente oonsilioque divino omnia in 
hoc mundo ad salutem omnium 
conserrationemque admirabiliter administrari.'* 

—Cicero de NaU Veor, il 5X 



INVOCA TION, 



Thou art Omniscient ! In Thy vision's ken 
A thousand years are but as yesterday. 
From angel minds to deepest thoughts of men, 
All, aU is bare beneath Thy Wisdom's ray ; 
And grasped within Thy glance Eternity, 
The Past, the Present, and the Future lie. 

Thou'rt Omnipresent ! Could I mount to heaven, 
Behold Thou'rt there, the Autocrat confest. 
Could I the eagle's wing of strength be given, 
And seek the deep, there would Thine arm arrest. 
Yea, could I plunge to hell's profoundest lair. 
Thy presence, (but in ire), is even there. 

Eye hath not seen, ear hath not heard, nor thought 

Conceived Thy plenitude. Oh 1 many a world 

Ere ours was framed, perchance Thy hand had 

wrought 
And swayed, but for its guilt to ruin hurled. 
The orbs that through yon firmament career. 
May be probation scenes, as ours is here. 

The seraph hosts that gird Thy palace throne, 
Were once, mayhap, of mortal mould as we; 



INVOCA TION, 



Who ran their race, fought the good fight, and 

won 
The crown that fadeth not — redeemed and free ! 
Or who, more pure than Adam's peccant line, 
Had passed the fiire, and now in heaven shine. 

Thus, like the empires on earth's shifting scene, 
May worlds rise, flourish, reach their climax, die > 
Nor leave a trace of where they once had been, 
No record of their history, save on high ; 
And sumless races, like the transient waves^ 
Successive live, successive fill their graves. 

How vast, then, Thy dominion ! how august 
In magnitude, while wrapp'd in mystery 
Thine attributes. My soul is awed : in dust 
I kneel and tremble, for Thy lightning eye 
I feel is quivering round my heart's deep core. 
Whose faint throbs reach Thee through the thunder s 
roar. 

King of Heaven ! Creator, Potentate, 
Immortal, Infinite 1 'tis but a small 



INVOCA TION, 



Dim part of Thy perfection, wond'rous great, 
Man here may know — nor ever know it all.* 
Be Thou my spirit's light along life's road. 
My hope and strength ; my Guard, my Guide, my 
. God! 



* In the great Guizot's last confession of faith, emhodied in his will, 
occurs tlje following noble passage :— " It is my profound faith that God, 
who creaited the universe and man, governs, upholds, or modifies them, 
either by general, and as we say, natural laws, or by special, and as 
we caU them^ supernatural acts, emanating from His perfect and free 
wisdom and His infinite power, which it is given to us to acknowledge in 
their effects, but forbidden to understand in their essence and design." — 
Pnnted in " Christianisme au X7X'*^ SiScle,'' 



dLfft Lament of i^apr in t|)e mfXHtvne&si. 

The wearied eagle hath its spot 

Of refuge 'mid the high rocks hung ; 

The forest hath its bosky grot 
Where the faint bird " may lay her young ; ** 

But where shall homeless Hagar rest, 
Poor outcast wanderer of the wild ! 

That hath no pillow, save her breast, 
Whereon to lull her orphaned child ? 

Now friendless, hopeless, 'lorn and lost. 

An exile to the desert driven ; 
Like some lone barque by tempests tost, 

Without one guiding-star from heaven. 

Oh, would that I had wings as fleet 
As those that waft the homebound dove ! 

That I might fly where voices sweet 
Would hail me in the land I love. 



8 THE LAMENT OF HA GAR 

Nay, that I might one moment dip 
In Nile's fresh wave my burning brow, 

To cool my blistered throat and lip. 
And screen me where the willows bow : 



That simny tide by which, in hours 
For ever gone, I careless strayed 

To weave gay wreaths of odorous flowers, 
Or watch where beam and billow played. 

But fled the light that gilt the past, 
Glad youth, and blessed hope and joy — 

Nay, even thou, best gift and last, 
Art withering too, my darling boy 1 

He slumbers : would the breeze of morn 
That parched Beersheba woos from far, 

Might rustle through yon sheltering thorn 
To fan the cheek reposing there ! 

A desert shrub thy canopy, 
The arid sands % pdnfal bed- 

Yea more, thy waking but to die ! 
Where all around is scorched and dead. 



IN THE WILDERNESS, 



Thou dreamest, too ; weird thought beguiles 
One little hour thy wants and woe. 

Thou dreamest — yes, those dimpling smiles 
The working spells of fancy show. 

How oft have we together laughed — 
Thy sire, thy once fond sire and I — 

To see thee grasp in sleep the shaft, 
And shout aloud with joyous cry, 

As if the bounding antelope 

Before thine eager footsteps fled ! 

Bright promise for parental hope. 
That blessings called upon thine head. 

Abraham ! hast thou forgot 
The mother and the first-bom child ? 

Too fatal hour of dangerous lot 
When thou upon the handmaid smiled ! 

Why raise me from my humble post 
To share thy gentle, generous love, 

And, when I learned to prize it most, 
Unkind, estranged, and ruthless prove ? 



lo THE LAMENT OF HAGAR. 

ProUd, jealous Sara ! 'twas thine art 
Unlinked from his too dear caress, 

And banished her, who won his heart. 
To perish in the wilderness. 

Yet gladly would I find a tomb 
Here in this desert, waste and lone, 

To snatch thee from the blight of doom. 
My Ishmael, my son, my son ! 

Father of mercy ! bow Thine ear ; 

(I feel Thou'rt nigh, e*en on this wild), 
A mother's cry of anguish hear. 

And save, God ! my orphaned child. 



Genesis xxvii. 

Noontide is on Beersheba ;* and the plain 
Seems gold beneath its glow. The valleys stand 
So thick with" com, they laugh for very glee, 
And the little hills rejoice on every side. 
The vine and olive-trees are hoarding wealth 
To glad man's heart and cheer his countenance ; 
And through deep pastures rove the flock and herd, 
Or seek cool shades where waters freshly flow. 
The ship-like bee sails heavily in air. 
Freighted with hive-bound cargo. In the woods 
An orchestra of ripple-murmurant streams 
Accompanies the "jubilate" hymn 
Of a plumed choir that throng the sylvan stage. 
Nature, from distant cedared Lebanon 



* Beersheba is in Scripture described under various aspects, as Arabia 
is geographically divided into Fetr»a, Deserta, and Felix. 



12 THE DISINHERITED, 

To humblest hyssop, whispers joy and peace, 

Such as in Eden's bloomy prime was known 

Ere Sin's Pandora casket had been oped : 

Such as the halo of millennial calm 

May shed upon the evening of our worid, 

When holy Love, sweet Astrsea, returns. 

Ah ! that such scene — that moment such as this 

Should be but transient glimpse of the far-off sky 

Caught through the casual rifts of prisoning clouds. 

How pastoral the landscape ! bright in rest, 

Like the fair cheek of childhood flushed with dreams. 

Beneath the sheltering umbrage of broad palms 

A nomad home appeareth on the view, 

Eound which the ox and tethered camel browse. 

And blithe but busy slaves pass to and fro. 

Is't not the dwelling-place of shepherd chief 

Whose store Heav'n's smile hath ripened into wealth ? 

Oh, blessed is the man that fears his God ! 

As a tree planted by the river's marge, 

His fruit shall flourish, and his leaf be green, 

And whatsoe'er he doeth it shall prosper. 

But not of mundane happiness thy mind 

Is musing now, lord of this opulence ! 



THE DISINHERITED. 13 

As by yon central tent-door thou dost sit 

In silent worsliip, leaning on thy staff. 

The time-blanched head a crown of glory is, 

If found in the true way of righteousness ; 

And thou hast travelled in that way full long, 

A stranger and a pilgrim through the world, 

Until life's winter-snows are on thy brow. 

Thine eyes are waxing dim to all around 

As Immortality's grey dawn draws nigh 

In glimmerings of that " better country," where 

Thy sire, the sainted Abraham, among 

The spirits of " the just made perfect " proves 

The substance of the faith he felt below. 

Yet cords of love still bind thy heart to earth. 

Few, though 'tis hard to snap them. Eound thy home 

Still hangs affection, like a parting flame 

That hovers o'er the lamp ere it expires. 

Thine house is set in order, but there still 

Bemains a sacred duty unfulfilled : 

Thou hast not on thy first-bom yet bestowed 

The prized hereditary benison : 

(For holy lips at death's approach 'twas deemed, 

Were gifted with inspired prophetic power) — 



14 THE DISINHERITED. 

Thou canst not die till thou hast blessed thy son. 

His step is near — thou call'st him to thy side, 

And Esau stands before thee I 

Type of wHd life, hirsute in manhood's prime, 

Stalwart and sinewy, and lithe in form. 

Fire-blooded, reckless, liberal, and frank. 

With feelings like his frame — rough, quick, and 

strong. 
Cunning in nought, save in the arts of chase ; 
The slave to none, except his own proud will. 
So find we yet in forest tribes, afar 
From civil haunts, red Indian warrior-men. 
Nature's own lawless but romantic race. 
Such is he now on whom paternal love 
Would speak its benediction. How his heart. 
Simple as child's, as fond, as fervent too. 
Bounds at those honoured lips' most light behest — 
" My son, behold now I am old, nor know my day 
Of death how soon. I pray thee, therefore, take 
Thy weapons, e'en thy quiver and thy bow. 
Hie to the field and fetch me venison, 
And make me savoury meat, such as I love ; 
Then bring it me, that I may eat thereof, 



THE DISINHERITED. 15 

And that my soul may bless thee ere I die." 

He hears^ and he is gone, swift as a shaft 

Sped from the string. What stag so fleet may blink 

His keen pursuit ? 

But lo 1 unmarked the while, 
His mother, all attent with ear and heart, 
Hath heard ^the mission, and resolves by fraud 
To win the blessing for her younger son. 
Erring Eebecca ! to esteem deceit 
A fit promotive of aU-wise designs. 
Alas I how many a soul has since been snared 
By such a false and fatal sophistry ! 
But God and reason teU the human mind 
No end can sanctify unrighteous means. 
Inscrutable Disposer ! Thou dost make 
Man's passions, prejudices, aims, and acts 
Thine instruments of good, though evil they. 
Mark ! in the curtained chamber, while apart 
The old man sleeps, conspiracy has hatched 
Deception's plot. Anon, the sleeper wakes. 
And lo ! the tutored counterfeit comes forth 
Bearing the favourite dainty, (as he erst 
Had borne the bribing dish to Esau's lips). 



i6 THE DISINHERITED. 

And now he kneels and proffers it. 'Tis taken — 

The cheat is wrought, the masker's guise succeeds ; 

The roughness of the skin-clad hands and neck, 

The purloined raiment, smelling of the field,* 

*Spite the ill-simulated manlier voice, 

False witness to the wily traitor give. 

The personation so adroitly planned. 

And boldly played, deludes the senile sense. 

Jacob is blessed — earth's fatness and heaven's dew. 

Com, wine, and oil, the wealth of fold and stall. 

The service and the tribute of his kin, 

All shall be his, an affluent heritage 

By gift inalienable, for no law 

Of primogeniture may cancel it ; 
■ • 

Witnessed by angels, 'tis a title-deed 

Sealed by the Just and Holy One Himself. 

Mysterious God ! Thy ways are not as ours ; 



* The " goodly (margin, * desirable ') ndment " (Septuagiut, oroX^) is 
by many Rabbinical, and even Patristic, interpreters understood to imply 
th^ sacerdotal robes of the first-horn^ the patriarchal priest of the fanuly. 
Origen thus expresses this view :— " Oiku de Kal Iffaiuc w<T<ppay0ri rrjs dtrfirii 
ro)v Tov iiov $€iOT€puv" (Contr. Cels. i. § 48). See further ** Undesigned 
Coincidences,*' Fart I. 12, &c. ; and compare Ezod. xxxvii. 29, and 
xxix. 28. 



THE DISINHERITED. 17 

High as the heaven — man ! what canst thou do ? 
Deeper than hell — vam worm ! what canst thou 

know? 
Yet dream not, Jacob, that thy perfidy 
Shall 'scape the scourge of righteous chastisement. 
There aye is retribution, even on earth, 
Immediate or remote, for human deeds. 
The mother trains her son in treachery. 
The act shall part that son from her for ever ! 
And her grey hairs shall go down to the grave 
Lamenting o*er the loved one she had banished. 
For him, long exHe, slavery, and pain, 
And disappointed hope, and widowed love 
Shall teach his heart repentance for the deed 
That robbed a brother of his natal right. 
Scarce has he left his father's presence, when 
The hunter, Esau, from his quest returns. 
But hence — away — escape thee for thy life ! 
The eagle to the rifled eyrie hies ; 
Woe to the plunderer if he linger near. 
" Away — secrete thee— gird thy loins for flight, 
Lo, vengeance is at hand ! " affrighted speaks. 
In rapid whispers now, maternal care ; 

B 



1 8 THE DISINHERITED. 

And his heart quails, hearing his brother's voice. 

Guilt is a craven, less because the tread 

Of ghostly Conscience dogs the steps of crime, 

Than that it dreads for penal consequence. 

• • • • • 

And now with sedulous care doth Esau serve 

The mystic meal to herald in his lot ; 

And from the goatskin broaches the rich wine. 

Generous and mantling, as his own warm blood— 

" Arise, my father, take and eat. The flesh 

Of fallow roebuck, and the juice of grape. 

Await to cheer thy failing strength. Arise, 

And let thy benediction bless thy son." 

From trance of heaven the old man shuddering starts, 

*' Who — ^what art thou ? '* his palsied voice demands, 

And Esau, in bewilderment, replies — 

" I am thy son, thy first-bom, Esau." 

Ha! 
Why trembles so exceedingly the frame 
Of the aged patriarch ? as if the spasms 
That warn of dissolution rent his nerves. 
E'en as the ocean gale doth rive the spars 
Of sea- worn barque, that at its voyage' close 
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Is stormstruck in the very view of port. 

Still struggling with a doubt of Gk)d's intent^ 

And hoping against' hope, he asks once more, 

" Who ? — ^where is he that hath ta'en venison 

And brought it me, and I have eaten oft 

Before thou cam'st? Yea^ and have blest him — 

But 
Jehovah's will be done. He shall be blest." 
A wayward youth from earliest boyhood up 
To man's meridian, Esau knew of home 
And home's soft pleasures as the wild bird knows 
His nest, its ne'er but nightly visitant. 
No *' dweller of the tent," as Jacob, he. 
But a bold roamer of the field and flood. 
Wherever net could spread, or arrow fly, 
Or javlin strike — ^yea, where the lion prowls j 
Or leopard lurks, in haunts of wolf or bear> 
In jungle depths, or o'er the desert waste. 
Where th' ostrich strides, or far-eyed vulture wings, 
There found he his chief joy (as 'twas of old 
With " mighty Nimrod "). Yet, 'midst keen delight 
While scaling perilous cliff where osprey builds, 
0?r mountain gorge where coney pastures ; e'en 
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From the hot chase of flying hart, or when 

Confronting the grim boar in forest lair. 

Flashes of filial love gleamed through his soul, 

And noble pride that he was of the race 

By Heaven marked out from human-kind 

For special favour and divine regard. 

How swelled his bosom with th' exultant thought 

That honoured Abram's son was his own sire ! 

How yearned he for the moment — glorious time — 

When the ancestral blessing should anoint 

And crown him first of men ! But now he hears 

The fatal verdict, the judicial words 

That blast anticipation, and condemn 

His lot to ignominious serfdom. Ah I 

Eash act when he profanely cast away 

Jlis sacred birthright. Now he feels how deep. 

How anguish-fraught the loss. He hears, and with 

Exceeding great and bitter cry he falls 

At Isaac's feet, a suppliant for ruth, 

" Bless me — ^me also, Oh, my father I " 

What soul may know that father's agony, 

Strong as the son's that prostrate at his knees. 

Clasps them in frenzied prayer. It may not be — 
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The words are God's — could man reverse their 

judgment? 
Too late I stern letters of the sentence writ 
Upon Occasion's lintel, when its door 
Is closed for ever. Lo ! a hand has now 
Come forth and traced the superscription there, 
" Too late \ " Hadst thou been here by one degree 
On the sun's dial soonet, subtlety 
Had failed ; but now^ Esau, thou art too late ; 
And Jacob has borne off the last, best prize. 

Behold the disinherited ! His brow 

Hath gathered blackness, as an alpine crest 

On which a cloud surcharged with lightning settles. 

Clutching his forest spear, he glares around,* 

And fiercely muttering in his wrath, exclaims, 

" Is he not justly titled Jacob, since thus twice 

He hath supplanted me ? — ^my birthright first, 

And now my blessing robbed^ perfidious one ! 

But hast thou, father, not reserved for me 

A blessing too ? " 

And Isaac answered him. 
And said, ** Behold, I've made him even thy lord, 
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And all his brethren vassals to his sway ; 

With rich abundance have I dowered him. 

Yea, with mine alL What then remains for thee ? " 

Despair Ixath eloquence hope cannot boast ; 

The rock that sleeps secure when summer waves 

Wash round it, wheii by wintry torrents torn 

From its deep bed, rplls with the rolling tide. 

What heart so sheathed in flint could be all proof 

Against the arrowy piercings of that voice, 

Whose choking sobs for vital mercy sue ? — 

" Hast thou one blessing only ? Bless me too — 

Me, ' the beginning of thy strength ' and pride, 
The first-fruit of thy wedded love. Behold 

I feneel — I cry to thee ! Oh, by thy trust 

In Him who was thy father's God — in Him 

Whose mercy hath beatified thy life — 

Oh, by the covenant oath, the altar-blood. 

The promised Victor o'er the serpent's seed — 

By that dark gate of death thou tott'rest to. 

And by thy hope of the heaven that is beyond, 

Bless me — me also, my father 1 " 

Low in the dust the strong man bows his head ; 

Grief hath subdued that proud and daring souL 
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He weeps, e*en as a little child, and fast 
The tears, long frozen in their secret wells, 
Gush o'er his rugged cheek. Ah ! 'tis a sight 
We inay not gaze on without mental pain — 
Manhood in tears ! the sweat drops from his heart, 
Bitter as Marah's waters ; searing hot 
As Sodom's rain, that furrowed where it flowed. 
With tingling ears the old man hears that cry, 
And feels those molten drops burn on his hand. 
Should fratricidal Cain be shielded round 
By wings of heaven-commissioned guardianship. 
And weeping Esau go unblest through life ? 
Nay, Thou All-merciful, whose name is " Love," 
Thou that will never quench the smoking flax 
Nor break the bruised reed, but bindest up 
The bleeding heart, and pour'st in saving balm ; 
Thou wilt not now forbid those quivering lips. 
That fain would breathe a father's tenderness 
And speak a father's blessing. Peace, be still ! 
Thou troubled spirit, rest thee ! — all is well — 
Upon thine head the patriarch's hand is laid, 
Upon thine heart his voice falls soft, as dew 
On Hermon's arid meads in summer's drought ; 
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While thus, like incense - cloud, his prayer 
ascends — 

" Eternal God ! Lord of my sire and race ! 

Angel that redeemed'st me from all ill 
Throughout my life's long road, and guard'st me 
stiU! 
Holy One ! hear from heaven, Thy dwelling-place, 
And when Thou hearest, answer to my prayer, 
Oh, bless my son with Thine Almighty care 1 

" Already in the visions of my mind 

(Far-cast foreshadows of futurity !) 

I see the suit of faith fulfilment find. 

And thy hereafter floats before mine eye — 

Come, I will advertise thee, even of all 

That in thy later days shall thee befall. 

" God will be merciful to thee, and bless 

Thy lot in house and field, basket and store ; 
Earth's womb for thee shall teem with fruitfulness, 
And Heaven benignest influences pour. 
Honour, dominion, wealth, and fame be thine ; 
And from thy loins shall spring a princely line. 
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** Yet in the fields of blood must thou reap bread 

Others have sown ; and by thy sword shalt live ; 
High Seir shall be thy throne, and on thy head , 
Edom's proud crown. Though long in vain 
thoult strive 
To break thy brother's yoke, thou shalt be free 
At last, as Ishmaers race, in desert liberty." 

So spake Heaven's oracle, the apocalypse 

Of Esau's own, and his seed's destinies. 

How came to pass that vision of the seer, 

How through twice ten long years a brother's hate 

Smoulderingly burned 'gainst him that did the 

wrong ; 
And when a day for vengeance seemed at length 
To dawn, how that its sun went down in peace — 
Bead, for the touching tale is there to teach. 
Ah I good and pleasant, verily, it is 
For brethren in sweet unity to dwell ; 
So should we, like that disinherited. 
Forgive, as we may hope to be forgiven. 
Thus shall blest Love, Christ's spirit in the heart, 
Win back the primal birthright to the 'soul. 



€!^t Conquest of t|)e Mt l^inp. 

Joshua x. 

A NOISE of battle — hark ! 'tis the mustering of hosts, 
And legions there concentre, like the waves on island 

coasts ; 
Lo ! Gibeon's *' royal city " is beleaguered by the foe, 
That swarm, like Egypt's locusts, on the tented plain 

below. 

Adoni-zedec's embassies have wrought their missions 
well ; 

Four sceptres, like magician's wands, now circle wide 
their spelL 

The men of Gibeon look down from the menaced ram- 
parts' height, 

And rue the day they broke the league that bound the 
A^orite. 



THE CONQUEST OF THE FIVE KINGS. 27 
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Ho ! Joshua to the rescue. Up, Israel, and arm ! 
Against the sons of Jacob there can work no baleful 

charm. 
Quail not before their myriads. What may mortal 

monarchs do ? 
Though Anak*s giants be their serfe, Jehovah is with 

you I 

Jerusalem's proud chief shall know that all the aid man 

brings, 
The chariots and the chivalry that serve the allied kings, 
Shall be but chaff before the wind when the Angel of 

the Lord 
Goes forth upon His march of death, and whets His 

guttering sword. 

War*s thunder-clouds with crashing shock have met, 

and burst in blood. 
And, like to flocks of sheep swept down by Pison's 

surging flood, 
The soldiery of Lachish, Hebron's flower, and Jarmuth's 

mighty 
Jerusalem's and Eglon's strength are headlong hurled 

in flight 



28 THE CONQUEST OF THE FIVE KINGS, 

But deadlier far than shaft or blade, than javelin's 

piercing shower, 
Doth Heaven's artillery on their ranks its shattering 

hailstones pour : 
The helm of brass, the crown of gold, alike avail not 

now. 
Fly to the desert caverns ! — fly, and hide the hunted 

brow ! 



From thrones to dungeons, wealth to want, from triumph 
to despair, 

From life to death is but a step. The morning's sun 
rose fair 

On the full *'pomp and circumstance" of that con- 
federate host : 

At noon behold it, like the spray before the torrent 
tossed ! 



But while that sun careereth through its circuit course 

on high. 
What is it stays the whirling-wheels that flash along 

the sky ? 



THE CONQUEST OF THE FIVE KINGS. 29 

At Moses' call the Red Sea's waves stood like to walls 

of stone ; 
And now the voice of Joshua's faith arrests the very 

sun! 



Ne'er was before or since a day like that whereon the 

Lord 
Postponed the hours of darkness, hearkening to a 

mortal's word, 
For the Sun stood stiU on Gibeon, and the Moon on 

Ajalon, 
Until the conquest was complete, the work of havoc 

done! 



Where now the sceptred five that led the banded 

Amorites ? 
Each from his regal car in the haste of wild dismay 

alights ; 
And fast on foot, like hounded deer, they seek Mak- 

kedah's cave. 
False dream of life ! in that rock crypt they shall find 

but a living grave. 



30 THE CONQUEST OF THE FIVE KINGS. 

Hark I the war-dog's pack is on their track, and the 

vulture screams on high. 
EoU mighty stones on the cavern's mouth till evening 

cools the sky, 
For Bethhoron's springs shall run red with the blood of 

the panic-smitten foe, 
And Azekah's highway be choked with slain ere the 

death-scythe cease to mow. 



'Tis done ! Scarce one from the vast array that marched 

that mom in pride 
Survives to tell of the fatal field, now flooded with 

crimson tide ; 
Since the Lord their Gk)d for Israel fought with the 

strength of His right hand. 
And the bruit of that wondrous victory rang to the 

verge of the heathen land. 



So Joshua and the host returned ; and from Makkedah's 

cave 
They rolled away the massive blocks that closed that 

living grave^ 



THE CONQUEST OF THE FIVE KINGS, 31 

And thence the royal fugitives they dragged into the 

Hght, 
'Grimmed with the soil of that foul den, and haggard 



with affright. 



So, when the sun was going down, they hanged the 
five kings there, 

Upon the antlers of five trees that stretched out high in 
air, 

And when the midnight moon uprose, the carrion bird 
and beast, 

Like ghoules and vampires, glutted then upon corrup- 
tion's feast. 

Sing to JehoVah, Israel ! oh, sing unto the Lord ! 

Eear the altar — ^raise the psean — strike the golden 

psaltery's chord ! 
Heap the monumental pillar, that its chronicle may 

say, 
To distant times the triumph of that memorable day. 



AN ODE FOR THE EPIPHANY, 

St Matthew ii. 

Behold ! a pilgrim band, 

Wayworn and weak, 
On Bethlehem's hamlet highway stand, 
Watching a wondrous meteor break 
Through cloud and haze, as some swift barque that 

cleaves 
The surge, on which a wake of glistening foam it leaves. 

With intense gaze they mark, 

Mysterious Light ! 
Thy track in heaven, where all, save thee, is 
dark: 
Fit symbol of that Sun, whose gloamings bright 
Shall gild the moral gloom that wraps the world, 
And, like a glorious banner, waits to be unfurled. 



THE' MAGI. 33 



They are the sage and seer 

From clime afar ; 
Pause they to scan the mystic sphere 
And read fate's edict in that star ? 
Nay, nay, they have not traced its course from distant 

shore 
To gain fresh occult truths for astrologic lore. 

Nor faith of Indie hope, 

Nor Chaldee creed. 
Foreshadowed e'er such horoscope 
'Neath which their hierophants decreed 
The Godhead should dawn forth from lowly human 

bhrth 
To purge and mould anew the destinies of earth. 

* 

Yet lived there legend old 

On Tigris' banks. 
Of sifar by prophet lips foretold, 
When, like a forest, Israel's ranks 
Tented in Moab. Now the orb that yonder glanced, 
Was it not that which caught the soothsayers eye 
entranced ? 



34 THE MAGI. 



Far eastward they had seen 

In their own land, 
Where Aram's hills are robed in green. 
And deep Euphrates floods the strand, 
There they had watched with raptured heart and 

sparkling eye 
That planet rise, like bird, which, soariug, wings the sky. 



Philosopher or priest ! 

Eejoicel rejoice! 
It is His natal star thou see'st, 

The Virgin's Son ! — ^Lift up your voice, 
Yea, lift it up with strength ; the Eescuer is born 
This day in David's city, who shall rear Salvation's horn. 



And yet no lightnings flashed, 

No thunders boomed, 
Nor trumpet rang, nor cymbal clashed, 
Nor blood of votive victim fumed : 
Though myriad seraphs thronged to hail Messiah's 

birth, 
A few poor shepherds only welcomed Him to earth. 



THE MAGI. . 35 



No jewel-gKttering dome, 

Nor lordly halls, 
Groigeous in pomp, became Thy home, 
Nor housed Thee within porphyry walls. 
Nay, Royal Child ! a peasant's hand hath cradled Thy 

yoxmg head, 
'Mid wondering beasts of toil that crowd a rude inn's 
stable-shed. 



Gentiles I be still, and know 

That this is God I 
At whose dread name each knee shall bow. 
What though no winged steeds, that trod 
With hoofs of fire on clouds, have borne Him from the 

sky, 
Yet Him inspired lips proclaimed "The Day Spring 
from on high ! " 



Sages and seers, behold ! 

Fall down — adore — 
Bring tributes, frankincense and gold 

And myrrh. From shore to utmost shore 
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Bear the " new song," that o'er yon stall viewless rapt 

spirits sing, 
And tell it out to the world's tribes that Christ, the 

Lord, is King ! 

Ye worshipped lights wise men I 

(How deeply wise !) 
But not the fiery element that then 
Was Deity in superstition's eyes : 
No — 'twas that "Sun of righteousness," whose corus- 

eating rays, 
Pleroma and Eternity shall fill with glorious blaze. 

Magi ! it dawneth now — 

like vapours dank, 
False creeds shall melt beneath its glow. 
Miasms with fatal poison rank. 
The true Shechinah flashes forth, scattering the fumes 

of heU : 
The ''Light of light— the Very God" is now "Immanuel!" 



C^e mtll of &pct)ai:* 

Samakia^s highway burned at noon 
Beneath the Orient's fiery glare — 
Oh, then, what joy to find the boon 
Of water welling freshly there ! 

'Twas mid-day when by SychaiJ's spring 
A wayworn stranger sat him down, 
Like a poor bird, whose weary wing 
Fails when it hath th' oasis won : 

On his high brow a sadness hung, 
Yet pierced by rays of inward light, 
As if external darkness flung 
A shade o'er what itself was bright. 



38 THE WELL OF SYCHAR. 

No beauty marked his visage mild ; 
His mien might no proud lineage prove ; 
But when the gentle stranger smiled, 
What kindly heart could choose but love ? 

The Jewish garb his nation told, 
And humblest robes declared that few 
So lacked the wealth of worldly gold, 
So little of life's comforts knew. 

Fatigued and faint, by the well's brink 
He paused to rest his faltering feet, 
Aftd ftom its cool, clear depths to drink 
A draught, in torrid clime so sweet. 

Anon there came to fill her urn 

A native woman of the place. 

And looked for words of taxmt and scorn 

From one like him of hostile race. 

But ah ! she little knew the heart 
Love-brimming in that stranger's breast. 
Or ne'er would she in wonder start 
To hear that meekly-voiced request. 



THE WELL OF SYCHAR. 39 

" Give me to drink." Oh, had'st thou known, 
Woman, thy suppliant was of heaven, 
The suitor, thou had'st craved the boon, 
And He celestial water given ! 

Yes, His the gift of priceless worth, 
Elixir with endowment rife 
To quench the spirit's drought on earth, 
The water of eternal life I 

More wondrous far than that which erst 
From Horeb's rock reviving flowed, 
As on the pilgrim tribes it burst, 
And joyaunt hope and strength bestowed. 

But he who once hath deeply quaffed 
Of this shall thirst no more again ; 
No gold will need to buy the draught ; 
Tis free as heaven's refreshing ram. 

It issues from the throne of God, 
Ceaseless, and as the crystal clear : 
wanderer on life's desert road ! 
Behold it ever gushing near. 



40 THE WELL OF SYCHAR. 



The woman marvelled at his words, 
Such as man ne'er beforetime spoke ; 
It seemed as if her heart's strained chords 
Beneath his breath to music woke. 

While with quick pulse and tingling ears 
She heard her hidden history traced ; 
Burned shame's hot blush 'neath springing tears, 
Yet both His blessed tidings chased. 

He showed her of the world above ; 

How, as in heaven, Jehovah^s name 

Is hallowed, so the fire of love 

From th' altar of man's heart should flame. 

Amazed in mind, she learned from Him 
That yet a happy hour should be. 
When neither on Mount Qerizim 
Nor Zion should men bow the knee. 

O glorious hour ! when at the rise, 
Far-flashed of an unsetting Sun, 



THE WELL OF SYCHAR, 4» 



A cry of joy shall ^11 the skies — 

" The barrier's fallen : mankind is one ! " 

When every Dagon of false creed 

Before the Mercy-seat shall fall ; 

One Shepherd one great flock shall feed, 

And Love be in and over all. 

• ••••• 

But who was this could thus unfold 

Such mystic truths, this strange Unknown ? 

Woman, 'twas He by seers foretold, 

*' The Prince of Peace 1 " Great God the Son ! 



Viu—vtvitM—Viu. 

Wanderer in the blinding night, 
Through a land where thou*rt a stranger ; 
On the left hand and the right 
Secret snare or looming danger 
Fear not, but with earnest eye 
Scan the stellar beacons o'er thee. 
Heaven's brightest star, Christ's charity, 
Gleameth in halcyon sheen before thee. 

Voyager along life's sea, 
When the fatal billow surgeth, 
Wouldst thou the wild vortex flee. 
From whose gulf no wreck emergeth ? 
Faint not, but through cloud and storm, 
Where the breaker dreadly boometh. 
Look with faith, and lo ! the form 
Of Jesus, tempest-stiller, cometh. 



VIA-^VERITAS-^VITA. 43 

Soldier of the Cross ! beneath 
Messiah's blood-red banner waging 
Mortal strife, where Sin and Death, 
Hell's Goliaths, front thee raging — 
Courage ! e'en a stripling's sling, 
Blest by Heaven, smites down each giant ; 
Seraph swords will succour bring, 
If thy soul 's on God reliant. 



Martyr in the ordeal fire 1 

Where the firmest virtues languish. 

In affliction's furnace dire, 

'Mid the fiercest flames of anguish — 

Shrink not — ^yield not in despair, 

Apostatise not by denial, 

Be faithful — God the Son is there, 

Thy safeguard through each fiery trial. 



Passer through the shadowy vale 1 

Shuddering by its icy river. 

When aU earthly cheerings fail, 

Where may'st thou seek the Comfort-Giver ? 



44 VIA-'VERITAS—VITA. 

Look up from griefs Gethsemane, 
From death's dark Golgotha of sori'ow, 
To the rent tomb— from Time's to-day 
Unto Eternity's to-morrow. 



"lama $abactf)anCP" 

(echoed back to calvary.) 
A Miserere for Good Friday. 

There riseth oft in lonely air, 

Unheard by men, a bitter cry 
In tones of uttermost despair — 

" Lama Sabacthani ? " 

It comes when human force or fraud 

Leaves the weak nought but misery ; 
'Tis the crushed spirit's plaint to God — 

" Lama Sabacthani ? " 

From the lost wreck on stormy tide, 

From the red field, where the fallen die, 
How many a choking voice has cried — 

" Lama Sabacthani ? " 
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It cometh from the stony cell, 

Where, chained for life, the doomed ones lie, 
Or shuddering hear the fatal bell — 

" Lama Sabacthani ? " 

It cometh from the bare, bleak room, 

Where shivers ghastly poverty, 
From damp straw truss — 'mid chill and gloom — 

" Lama Sabacthani ? " 

It cometh from the couch, where limbs 

Are writhed in mortal agony, 
When the strained eye Death's shadow dims — 

" Lama Sabacthani ? " 

From the darkened hearth and the desolate home, 
Where the widow mourns — ^where the orphans 
sigh, 
Do these anguished words through silence come — 

** Lama Sabacthani ? " 

From Joy's cold grave, where Memory weeps, 
From hearts that sunk in ruins lie, 
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The last words moaned through the closing lips — 

"LamaSabacthani?" 



" Man of Sorrows ! " Son of God ! 

Who, that our souls might live, didst die ; 
We tread the path that Thou hast trod — 

" Lama Sabacthani ? " 



Ah, Holy Christ ! that wail of woe 

Broke from Thy heart on Calvary, 
And Thou dost hear its echoes now — 

" Lama Sabacthani? " 



But from Thy triumph's glorious throne 

Thou to the wretched dost reply, 
" Despond, despair not in that tone — 

' Lama Sabacthani ? ' 



* I will be with thee on the wave, 

And 'mid the fires of misery ; 
Cry not from e'en the yawning grave — 

* Lama Sabacthani ? ' " 
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Light from the darkness, life from death, 

And endless joy from agony ! 
The rescued soul no longer saith — 

" Lama Sabacthani ? " 



iWarp at tf)e g)epulci)re* 

The seal is burst, the stone rolled back, the Koman 

sentry gone, 
The tomb seems now a cenotaph by the grey light of 

dawn : 
There lies the shroud that wrapt the form, the pall that 

clothed the bier, 
The cold, white cerements of the gi*ave — but strange ! no 

corse is there. 

Beside that cemetery's mouth a lonely woman kneels. 
Whose bloodless cheek and streaming eyes betray the 

woe she feels ; 
Drooping, as doth the cypress shadowing her view, 
Or as the lily by her side, so wan and bent with dew. 

Why lingereth she before the door of that dark house 
of death, 

And peereth through its Inner gloom with quickly- 
heaving breath 

D 



50 MAR Y AT THE SEPULCHRE. 

And anxious heart ? He is not there, the Christ that 

hath forgiven 
Her guilty but repentant heart : ah 1 no, His home is 

heaven. 



Yet wiiat may mean the balm and spice that she hath 
hither brought. 

The flowers from sweet Gethsemane, with freshest 
perfume fraught? 

There is some faith, some vague, faint hope now glimmer- 
ing on her brain 

That gaunt Corruption's power shall fail — her Lord live 
here agsin. 



But still that faith is weak, that hope clouded with 

murky fears ; 
The dreary preseiit dims her eye with sorrow's blinding 

tears; 
Her dream in disappointment ends — the fatal cross and 

tomb, 
E'en that, too, by the murderers spoiled, have filled her 

soul with gloom. 



MARY AT THE SEPULCHRE. 51 

Have yonder angel forms that sit beside the post of 

ward. 
Slept like the soldier sentinels, upon their sacred 

guard? 
Could robber-priests defy the edge of seraph's flaming 

sword ? 
Or have they proved Iscariots too, base traitors of their 

Lord? 



Distraught with doubt and grief she turns, and lo ! one 

standing near, 
Whose voice of welcome sympathy falls softly on her 

ear: 
"Why weep'st thou, woman?" Oh, how strange the 

question seems to one 
Whose chilled • and darkened heart beholds the sun of 

hope go down 1 



" Ah ! stranger, if thy hands have hence conveyed the 

holy dead. 
In kindness guide me to the spot wherein His corse is 

laid." 



52 MARY A T THE SEPULCHRE, 

The stranger whispers but her name — she turneth with 

wild start ; 
Tis Jesus* self — ' Rabboni/' Christ ! — joy, joy, to Mary's 

heart! 



CI)e CI)aml)er of ^eatl). 



A PICTURE. 



There's silence in the dim-lit room, 
For the stealing steps have a velvet tread ; 

The night-lamp only breaks the gloom ; 

There's no sound save moaning from yon bed, 

Or the whisper of ministering care, 
Or the stifled sob of smouldering grief; 

For the skilled physician has been there, 
And could give, could speak of no relief! 

Affection watches by that bed, 

As Aiah^s daughter watched of yore ; 

Here the dying, as there the dead. 

For the phantom vulture is hov'ring o*er. 

His keen sense marks the painful gasp, 
The livid cheek, the glazing eye ; 



54 THE CHAMBER OF DEA TH. 

Well he knows that the time for his swooping grasp 
Of the destined prey is closely nigh. 

But the light of life is flickering still, 
And oft from the socket it fitfully flares, 

And the half-mufifled ear, by the stress of will, 
Anon in most edged acuteness shares. 

For a passing moment the filmy eyes, 
For a passing moment the palsied ear. 

The face of some loved one can recognise, 
The voice of some loved one distinctly hear. 

But there's a weird face that can thought recall, 
And " a still small voice " that the soul must feel ; 

They are those of the clock, by yonder wall, 
That make to memory a stem appeal. 



Myriads on myriads of minutes rise. 

Like sheeted ghosts, from the graves of the past. 
And with spectral finger point to the skies, 

Where their history's writ to be read at the last. 
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Ah ! theirs are the warning words of truth 

To " the children of men " — ^though there's hope . 
while there's breath — 

" Eemember thy God in the days of thy youth, 
Lest that God reject in the hour of death ! " 



alone tDitt) ^otil 

The day is past, the night's black curtains fall, 
Shutting out pomp and pride, and care and strife, 

Or casting over them a burial paU, 
As if in them was quenched the fire of life, 

As if o'er human things closed the dank sod — 

Then comes the awful sense, " Alone with God ! " 

Our nearest — ay, our dearest then forget 
Our very being — steeped in Lethe's wave ; — 

The heart is stone, the eye no longer wet 
With sympathy, but frigid as the grave ; 

We make then for ourselves an untracked road, 

Companionless — deserted — all " Alone with God ! " 

Or are we sorrow-stricken — poor, bereft, 

Or parentless— or chadless— without friend- 
Without one worldly joy or prospect left, 
And looking only to the journey's end 



ALONE WITH GOD I 57 

As the wished goal to which our steps have trod — 
Then do we feel, indeed, " Alone with God ! " 

Though millions of immortals swarm our earth, 
Yet 'mid the courts, or camps, or hives of men, 

Apart alike from turmoil or from mirth, 
The mind may stand in isolation then, 

And faith may wing its flight to the abode 

Of thronfed love, and be *' Alone with God ! " 

** Alone with God ! " what intercourse like this ? 

Leaning upon the Ahnighty Saviour's breast, 
In the heart's trance hearing no voice but His, 

Seeking from none save Him, strength, solace, rest, 
Feeling how wise has been His chastening rod. 
And oh I how good to be *' Alone with God ! " 

Not only as th* Eternal, Infinite " All 
In All '' of Pantheist Creed, e'en more I find 

The One, whose vital effluences fall 
As sunbeams, drawing heavenward soul and mind. 

But in the sinless world with bliss o'erflowed, 

The saved through Christ *' alone " shall be " with God ! " 



^ E C U jL AR. 



Ci)e Deati) of aiionfe.* 

(loosely rendered from the greek of bion.) 

On the green turf flooring the hills of chase — 
Meet couch for jaded hunter — lo ! is lying 
The young Adonis ; but that pallid face 
Droops not in slumber — nay, alas ! he's dying. 
Scarred by the wild boar's tusk, his manly limb 
Trembles with pain : and there in speechless anguish, 
Her fond eyes with a cloud of tears all dim, 
His Goddess-love beholds her fair flower languish ; 
His breath too weak to dull the mirror's disc ; 
His faint pulse scarce responding to her fingers ; 



* Compare Ezekiel viii 14. St Jerome by Tammuz understands Adonis, 
which learned men snppose the same with Osyris. See "Yossius de 
Idololatrift," Ub. ii. c. 4-10, and Selden, " Syntagm de Diis Syris," 
ii. e. 11. 



62 THE DEA TH OF ADONIS, 

The blood for which her deity she*d risk — 

More carmine than the sky where sunset lingers — 

Welling away, and bearing with it life : 

Beneath the lids, like violet-cups dew-laden. 

Close heavily the orbs no longer rife 

With the bright ray that kindled many a maiden ; 

Blanched is the lip — its. bloom, as autumn's rose, 

Uncrimsoned, and its clustered kisses flying. 

Like Hybla's bees when winter's herald blows. 

That stay no longer since the flower is dying. 

Distracted Cypris I ah, how wildly now 

Dost thou the rapture of that lip remember, 

And on thine own would'st catch the wonted glow 

To light it up from the expiring ember ! 

That pressure thrills him not; he feels no more 

Her breath ambrosial, like the fire of heaven 

By Titan pilfered, vivify his core. 

As if electric potency 'twere given, 

Alas for Cytherfea ! Earth has none 

Like him, Adonis, Beauty's best creation. 

She clasps his mangled limb, now chill as stone. 

And thus laments her heart's dark desolation — 



Ik 
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" My lost Adonis 1 rash and reckless boy ! 
Too deeply loved, too prematurely blighted, 
Has thus, then, closed my sudden dream of joy — 
Thus died the lamp of love thy smile had lighted ? 
Is this the last time that my soul shall drink 
Eevival from thy presence, in such sorrow- 
As he who by a desert fountain's brink 
Knows 'twill have failed before the dawning morrow ? 
In vain my folding arms may stay thee now, 
My kisses win thee from the way thou goest. 
The path to stem Aidoneus' realms below ; — 
Ah ! me no more, mine earthly love, thou knowest. 
How impotent is my divinity ! 
Albeit gods and men own me their sovereign, 
I cannot rescue, not e'en follow thee ; 
Love's sway extends not where the Infemals govern ! 
Could Eos grant the boon of deathlessness ? 
Art thou unworthier it than her Tithonus ? 
Is Aphrodite than Aurora less. 
And may not save from fate her loved Adonis ? 
Persephone ! my spirit's wedded one 
Receive, where with the Lord of Shades thou dwellest. 



64 THE DEA TH OF ADONIS. 

Since even me, the Queen of Beauty's throne. 
Victress of Ida, thou in power excellest. 
Lorn one ! to me heaven's golden light dim seems ; 
Air's music hoarse ; withered earth's scenes Elysian ; 
While from my widowed heart Love's rapturous dreams 
And Joy's sweet trance fade like a fleeting vision." 



« 

A CHILL-LIKE shiver on the fa^'-off sea, 
And shade of storm-cloud looming distantly, 

Eesemble 
The dark presentiment of coming ill, 
That doth perturb the heart, and make it thrill, 

And tremble. 

A gold streak glinting from the Orient sky, 
The harbinger of dawn to watchers' eye, 

Far reaching, 
Hope's Iris of the soul doth sjrmbolise. 
Illumining Unfaith's obscurities ; 

Truth-teaching. 



B 



OR, 

THE DEADLY EL DORADO. 

In the heart of the earth, where her secrets are stored, 
Eock chambers and crypts, far down 'neath her shell, 
By science's mist-clearing lamp unexplored. 
And which phantasy dreams are the attics of hell ; 
There the alchemist Mammon hath hewn him a home ; 
There he chants o'er the ingots his crucibles hold, 
And the chorus is echoed by demon and gnome. 
" Hurrah for the strength of aU-powerful Oold ! 
Hurrah ! hurrah ! it cannot he told 
How vast is the might of Omnipotent Oold ! 

'' What hath it not done ? What cannot it do ? 
Behold all the miracle things it hath wrought ; 
Kingdoms ruined or reared — man ne'er failed to subdue — 
Disfranchised his spirit, his very soul bought ! 



''AURI fames:' 67 



What hath it not done ? What cannot it do ? 

What bar its proud will, or its power withhold ? 

Midas' hand was the sceptre of sovereignty true ; 

Archimedes' real lever was fashioned of gold. 
Hurrah ! hurrah ! it cannot be told 
How strong is the sway of the Autocrat Oold ! 



" Many gods on earth's self-raised Olympus may sit 
(The deified Passions, whose absolute thrall 
' Weak victim ! base slave ! ' on man's forehead has writ), 
But Mammon, great Mammon, is lord of them all. 
Before Wealth's eidolon the world bends the knee, 
As on Dura's plain bent myriad knees once of old ; 
But where Tjoiy, among men, might be found a brave three 
Would refuse to bow down to the Image of Gold ? 
Hurrah ! hurrah ! it cannot he told 
How great upon earth is the godship of Crold ! " 



So sang the strong fiend in triumph, the while 
He forged a fresh link for his magical chain ; 
And the furnace seemed pale to his terrible smile, 
As he gloried to think Time but widened his reign. 
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More food for insatiate Avarice — more 
(Is the cry) though for it hope of heaven were sold ; 
More prey for the Vulture — though poison spread o'er 
Every morsel he gorges, still glut him with gold. 

Alas ! alas ! it cannot he told 

What fatal, what damning seduction's in Gold ! 

Now gilds he, fell tempter 1 with promise most rare. 
Or halos with glittering mirage a new land ; 
And his gnomes swell the song of the Syren from far, 
To shipwreck more souls on the gold-spangled sand.* 
Charm strain ! how it fills with Pizzaros the mart. 
Such wealth Pison girt not, Pactolus ne*er rolled — 
New Argonauts I on then, from fatherland part, 
Bold enterprise winneth bright guerdon of gold. 

The spell works, but, aha ! one day 'twill be told 
What weight in true scale has this thaumaturge, 
Gold ! 

* ** Come unto those ydhw sands." — AHtffs song in " The Tempest,** 



cni)e g^toeat of ti)e 38rotD. 

When banned by proscription from forfeited right 
The exile of Eden went forth amid blight, 
The sentence was spoken, yea, hear we it now — 
That " man shall eat bread in the sweat of his brow." 

'* Six days shalt thou labour " is yet the command ; 
Earth yieldeth no fruit to the indolent hand. 
But, judge ye, were*t blessing to mortals below 
That man should eat bread without sweat from hig^ brow. 

Is content to be found in the sluggard's dull breast ? 
Who tastes save the toiler the comfort of rest ? 
Unhappy and base is the best-born^ I trow^ 
Who eateth his bread without sweat from his brow. 

Then deem not your lot, sons of Adam, a curse ; 
Than weariest labour vacuity's worse ; 
Sloth tempteth the Tempter — ^himself never slow — 
Then, man, eat thy bread in the sweat of thy brow. 
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The Sybarite's couch — ^though soft-strewn with the rose, 
Hath its crumpled leaf ever to mar sweet repose ; 
While the slave of the oar, of the mill, or the plough 
Dries in slumber, deep, tranquil, the sweat on his brow. 

Give diligence, then, to the business of life'; 
No prize can be won without toil's gallant strife ; 
And e'en though for being we gain scarce enow. 
There's treasure within for the sweat of the brow. 

AVh^^t if Heay'n grant the favour of fortune's rich boon, 
And for physical industry need be there none, 
Hai^ mind got no mission ? has wealth nought to do ? 
May not rank wipe a generous sweat from its brow ? 

On the forehead of royalty men may behold 

Tiara of jewels, past purchase by gold; 

But richer — more glorious — doth Wisdom avow . 

Are the pearl-beads of labour — the sweat of the brow ! 



^elMaeliance! 

ft 

Oh ! give me beyond mines of gold, 
Or kingdoms proud and wide, man, 
A heart of independent mould ; 

Tis worth the world beside, man. 
Self-trust is might, if duly used, 
Self-knowledge wisest science — 
Then show, man, that you know, man. 
There's nought like Self-reliance ! 

The noble fortitude it gives 

May mock at threatening Care, man ; 

Through trial's fiercest storm it lives, 

Unfoundered by Despair, man. 

The spirit mail-clad thus may bid 
To Fortune's frown defiance. 
Believe it, man — achieve it, man — 
There's nought like Self-reliance ! 
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Its honest pride from all that's mean, 
And foul and false restrains, man ; 
On other's aid it scorns to lean 
While native power remains, man. 

One's own true heart's the surest friend ; 
With guardian Heaven's alliance, 
'Twill save, man, to the grave, man — 
There's nought like Self-reliance ! 



"lorli, IBieep mp iWemarp (Sreen." 



1C 



Forget ! why should the heart forget 
Aught of its bygone hours, 
Although life's path with tears were wet, 
And lay through thorns, not flowers ? 

What though there were few sounds to cheer, 
And joys but far between ; 
Yet should the wise soul pray the prayer, 
" Lordy keep my memory green ! " 

" What boots remembrance of the past," 
May cavillers cry, " if pain 
Be o'er the retrospection cast ? 
Why raise dead grief again ? " 

Yes — if the ghost we thus evoke, 
How grim the phantom e'en, 

* The motto of one of Charles Dickens' Christmas Tales. 
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Hath truth — ^though stern in warning spoke- 
" Lordy keep my memory green ! " 

Though Hell's worst pang be memory, 
Tis memory without hope ; 
But here on earth the penitent's sigh , 
Can Heaven's barred portals ope. 

And Penitence is Memory's chUd, 
Whose eyes look up serene, 
Although with dews of sorrow fiUed — 
" Lord, keep my memory green ! " 

Of every evil done us long, 
Let recollection live. 
Not till that we repay the wrong, 
But until we forgive ! 

Oh, when we muse on ills endured 
Along Life's trial scene, 
The heart grows stronger, more assured: — 
" Lord, keep my memory green ! " 

Bad as this bad world is, 'twere worse, 
Far worse, if on the Past, 
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The teaching Past, as o*er a corse 
Oblivion's paU were cast. 

What lessons of philanthropy, 
What wisdom, then, we glean 
From sufferings o*er, and ills gone by ! 
" Lordy keep my memory green I " 



Cf)e ^ong of tfft laoamerl 

" Mobilitate viget, viresque acquirit eundo." 

—Virgil. 

Oh, rare is the life of the roamer — ^no lot 
To the sons of mankind can more fortunate fall ; 
There are joys in the palace, the bower, the cot, 
But the roamer, the roamer, he tastes of them all. 
Like the bee in the garden, the bird in the air, 
The nomad, who seeketh the pasturage fair. 
Where flowers and sunshine and verdure are best. 
Hies thither the roamer — ^lie finds and is blest. 

Nature's glorious kaleidoscope — go where he will — 

Ever-varying pictures of beauty displays ; 

Hoar ocean, brown forest, blue stream, and green hill, 

Grey rock and white corn-field unfold to his gaze. 

And, diverse as these, busy man in his sphere 

Of pleasure or toil meets his eye and his ear — 

He lingers in court, city, senate, and mart. 

And gathers fresh wealth for his mind and his heart 
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I 

Each land is worth knowing— each race of mankind- 
God's wisdom and might reach from pole unto pole ; 
Oh, would I could traverse His earth like the wind, 
What light from such survey should flood on the soul I 
Then, stiU the free wing of the roamer be mine; 
His life never stagnates — ^his pleasures ne'er pall ; 
Where'er bright oases refreshingly shine, 
Happy roamer 1 his *' desert-ship " * visits them all. 

* The Arab name for the camel. 



C|)e goung gear. 

From the silent bier of the dead old year 

His youthful heir upsprings ; 
And the sable pall that hideth all 

O'er the changing corse he flings. 
** Let them bury the dead out of sight," for dread 

Is that rigid face and form ; 
And the sinews that broke the strength of the oak 

Are but carrion now for the worm. 
He had wasted his health, and lavished his wealth 

In folly, and sin, and strife ; 
Through Vanity's round he had run, and found 

HimseK beggared at close of life ! 
With cargo lost, like a wrecked ship tossed 

On the rocks, all shattered, he lies; 
He has left me nought, but a lesson fraught 

With a moral of worth to the wise. 



THE YOUNG YEAR, 79 

0*er my head there loom in portentous gloom 

Clouds big with events undescried ; 
I must meet the brunt of foes in front, 

And the falsehood oi friends (?) at my side. 
Th' insatiate greed, that no gain can feed. 

The lust for power, or blood, 
Or pleasure, or fame — these all are aflame 

To sweep earth with a fiery flood. 
Who knoweth what strange convulsive change 

May alter the states of man ; 
Or the form of our world into ruin be hurled 

Within my brief lifetime's span ? 
Heaven grant me grace every ill to face 

With a heart of dauntless faith. 
That so, when strife's done, and the victory won. 

Mine may be the brave Conqueror's death. 



Co an Carlp Fiolet 

FiRST-BOEN and fairest of young mother Spring ! 

WeVe looked and longed for thine auspicious birth, 
O'er which the birds their chorussed welcome sing.- 

We, too, with song would greet thee to our earth. 

Baptized in dew from the mom's sparkling font, 
And couched 'mid pillowing leaves of vernal green. 

At sight of thee, the winds, less rude than wont, 
Pause, as if tranced by beauty's spell, I ween. 

Sweet favorite of creation ! in thy dress 
Of chaste simplicity, that drapeth limbs 

Of finest mould, the rose's gorgeousness 
Or lily's lustre thy pure presence dims. 

The gay and proud society of flowers 
That throng the parterre, disciplined by art. 

And glitter gaudily in evening bowers, 
Own not the cheery freshness of thine heart. 



TO AN EARLY VIOLET, 8i 

— m 1 \ 1 1 1 ■ * 

Factitious life to thee is all unknown, 
Type of fair innocence and truthful love ! 
Thou for delights to nature look'st alone, 
And dwell'st content in humble vale or grove. 

Thou mind'st me much of holy Charity, 
Whene'er her unobtrusive form I meet, 
Eaising her meek head towards th* approving sky. 
And breathing round benevolence most sweet. 

E'en 'mid the winter cloud and chill thou'rt come, 
A smiling promiser of summery time, 
Like Hope, that, blossoming in the cold world's gloom, 
Cheereth the soul with thoughts of heav'nlier clime. 



F 



glummer €be^ 

Throughout the varied circling year 
There's not a scene, there's not a time 

That breathes so much the atmosphere, 
That looks so like erst Eden's prime, 

That doth so much its calm retrieve 

As the sweet hour of Summer Eve./ 

The burden and the heat of day, 
Its turmoil and its glare are gone ; 

The herald cool of gloaming grey, 
Mellows the flashing fires of noon, 

And rosy clouds their mazes weave, . 

Like sylphs of air, through Summer Eve. 

As incense from the lawn and hill, 
Soft dews unseen, but felt, arise, 

And chants are hymned hy breeze and rill, 
Earth's vesper praise and sacrifice. 
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Ah, human hearts ! your passions leave 
To worship, too, at Summer Eve. 

Man toils from sun-dawn to its set, 
Then homeward to restoring rest ; 

Once more his loved in smHes are met— 
Joy ! peace I yea, Evening ! thou art blest. 

Long we for thy dear time, and grieve 

When it has fled, Summer Eve ! 

Thus when the wearying work of life. 
Its constant cares and conflicts cease, 

The righteous then is done with strife ; 
Eest waits him, and his end is peace ; 

But sighs around his death-couch heave. 

As when thou diest. Summer Eve ! 



C|)e l^ott£;eI)olli l^eartf). 



*^ nie terrarum mihi pneter omnes 
Angulusridet." 

Horat. Cam. it 6. 



The household hearth ! the household hearth ! 
What feelings fond the name imparts ! 
Oasis fair on desert earth — 
Thou sweet Elysium of our hearts ! 
Oh, what but Lovfe's arithmetic 
Could count the treasures piled in thee ? 
How blest the lip whose voice may speak 
Thy talismanic " Sesame ! " 
The cestus Aphrodite wore 

Cinctured less charms within its band ; 
Thy magic ring hath potence more 
Than circle drawn by wizard's wand. 
Thou art the safe and sacred spot 
Whose rights are deemed inviolate ; 
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Within thy sphere is ire forgot, 
And kindness melts the ice of hate. 
The Roman in his hour of need 
There sought a refuge of his foe ; * 
And where the Arab's mat is spread 
The host and guest their feuds forego. 
Thou haven ! where all — all is peace. 
Though wild the tempests round thee sweep : 
Thou Gilead ! that hath balm to ease 
The wounds of care, however deep. 
Where may we meet such smiles as theirs, 
That made so bright that blessed spot ? 
Where may we find such soul- warm tears, 
Grief-stains from Memory's page to blot ? 
The gay saloon, the gorgeous hall, 
Where pleasure, pomp, ambition move, 
Are but mirage illusions all — 
They cannot win the spirit's love. 



See Shakspeare*8 ** Coriolanus," act iv., scene 5— 

** Avfidius, But come in ! 

Let me commend thee first to those that shaU 
Saj yea to thy desires. A thousand welcomes ! " 



86 THE HOUSEHOLD HEARTH 

When through the selfish world we roam, 
Backward we turn with longing eyes 
To youth's beloved, regretted home, 
As Adam did on Paradise. 
There at the social altar beat 
(Ere spread fell Rancour's XJpas-dearth) 
Our guileless hearts in concord sweet — 
Oh, happy was the household hearth ! 



Co 9itant in g^piritlanH^ 



I SEE thee — I see thee- 



Thy form is tj^ed in earth and sky, 
Heav'n*s hues bowed — ^the gauze cloud- 

The flower below — the star on high ; 
The fresh dawn — the young fawn 

With eye as lustrous as eve*s dew ; 
All bright things, whose light brings 

A flash of pleasure, picture you. 

I hear thee — I hear thee — 



The lullabies of rippling brook, 
The sweet bird in air heard. 

Or trilling from the leafy nook ; 
The soft hums, when sun comes, 

That bids the bee and fly rejoice ; 
The far bell — ah ! how well 

They all remind me of thy voice. 



SS TO ^ONE IN SPIRITLAND, 

E*en night's hush, when light's flush 

Absorbed in utter darkness dies. 
Through fond dreams, thy form seems 

To glide athwart my quivering eyes ; 
There doth glow a halo 

That circling gildeth all I see ; 
A charm sound that floats round — 

Oh, 'tis the memory of thee ! 



C|)e ^ong of t|)e ]Ltg|)tning. 

. Like sword of the Cherub, bared of its sheath, 

I vividly flash on the eye : 
With the withering scathe of my sulphurous breath 

I shoot from my realms on high. 
Hark ! hark to the roar of the thunder-peal, 

How it follows on my track ; 
On earth I set my scorching seal, 

Then dart to my dim haunts back. 

Behold through the murky shades of night, 

Through the mist of the moimtain's brow 
I fly with my oriflamme of light 

To the deepest caves below. 
The heart of the forest king I scare, 

The gaunt wolf starts from his prey— 
The tiger springs to his jungle lair, 

And the hawk hurries fast away. 



90 THE SONG OF THE LIGHTNING. 

From the desert waste to the hoary deep. 

Over tower and rock and hill. 
Like a phantom strange in the dreamer s sleep, 

I flit in my wayward wilL 
The booming waters wild and grand 

O'er the depths of ocean rolled, 
With the touch of a Eosicrucian wand 

I turn to molten gold. 



The yellow grain, and the ruddy vine, 

And the blooming flowers I bum ; 
And soon, like the fruit of the Dead Sea's brine. 

The fair things to ashes I turn. 
Hurrah I — ^ha, ha ! then my power is strong, 

And wondrous deeds can I do ; 
Then why should I not be theme of song, 

The hero of epics true ? 



I weaponed the hand of Olympian Jove 

(As the fabling poets tell), 
When the Giants scaled his palace above ; 

And I smote them down to hell ; 
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But a greater than Jove was ever dreamed 

Is the only lord I own ; 
And long round His mighty seat I Ve gleamed, 

The stem lictor of His throne.* 

The herald, thus, of th' Almighty's ire 

(As with Hermes* sandals shod), 
I speed with a gonfalon of fire, 

Th' Ambassador of God ! 
I burst the thick cloud, and a riotous crowd 

Of haQstones and rain rushes out, 
And their cheerings doth greet me with choruses loud. 

As I lead in the van of the rout. 

Along the electric lines of air 

I fly with dread message to man : 
Hurrah ! — ha, ha ! such a tale I bear 

As leaves every countenance wan. 
On wind-winged wheels through the gathering storm. 

Swift whirls my flaming car, 
Earth quakes as she views mine awful form 

Fiercely swooping down from afar. 

Bevelations iv. 5. 



i 
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*Neath my hewing stroke the giant oak, 

Like a reed splits ope for my path ; 
And I shiver as glass the adamant rock, 

When it bars my mission of wrath. 
Talk not of famine — talk not of war — 

Talk not of pestilence ghast — 
One shower of my fiery shafts could mar 

Man's pride and puissance most vast. 

Eouse not my vengeance, mortal weak ! 

Where my terrible bolt smiteth sore. 
Death's pall doth fall over ruin and wreck, 

As Sodom was wrapped of yore. 
The myth of Enceladus long ago, 

And Salmoneus' bridge of brags, 
But faintly figure the overthrow 

That through me shall come to pass. 

When th' Archangel's trump proclaims Heav'n's 
command 

That the life of the world shall expire. 
From my red right hand shall be cast the brand 

That shall kindle its funeral pyre'. 
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Then why should I not be the hero of song ? 

Let the winds wake theix wild minstrelsy 
To hymn high my praise the cloud-chambers among, 
And the thunder their organ shall be. 

Hurrah ! 

Ha, ha ! 

How grand and how glorious their glee ! 



{Written for Mrs Scott Siddons.) 

Like a whited sepulchre, the earth in snow-dress is 
arrayed ; 
All is pure and bright without, but there's dreariest 
chill beneath : 
O'er many a festering ulcer the spotless robe is laid, 
Calm, yet glittering life above, but below is gnawing 
death. 

" O father, give us bread ! " shriek some skeletons in rags, 
" Give us clothes, give us fire ; we are starving, freez- 
ing, numb," — 
And each child its feeble form to the ghastly parent 
drags ; 
Is that piercing wail unheard, that their father's lips 
are dumb ? 

No ; ah, no ! like an arrow of the ice it cleaves his heart ; 
To save them from the threatened fate he'd give them 
its best blood : 
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With every hope of earth oh ! how eagerly he'd part, 
But he cannot give his dying ones a single meal of 
food. 

The last spark in the embers on the blank hearth has 
expired ; 
Through the broken roof and windows the dirge-like 
night- winds moan : 
Is she, too, in yon corner lying, like a sleeper tired. 
As heedless of her children's cries, as if her heart 
was stone ? 

Yes, mother though she be, she is wholly heedless now. 
For a hand has stopped the beating of that heart, and 
closed the ear : 
Nevermore shall spasm of agony, like hot iron scathe 
that brow, 
Nevermore that heart shall quiver with the throes 
of mortal fear. 

O fathers, mothers, children ! to whom God has given 
means, 
Peace, competence, and comfort, in your bright and 
happy homes, 



96 AD MISERICORDIAM, 

Feed the hungry, clothe the naked, visit Misery's 
harrowing scenes ; 
Have mercy, as you hope for it when the Great 
Eewarder comes. 



E I. EQ I AC. 



WRITTEN IN YOUTH, 
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Cf)e DeaU. 

MIGHTY Dead ! 
That erst were monarchs, chiefs, and warrior lords, 
Where — where are now your sceptres and your swords ? 

What ! have they fled. 
As dewdrops tossed from the swift wings of birds ? 

O lovely Dead ! 
That bloomed, as into bloom sweet rosebuds break — 
Must the worm batten on Love's dainty cheek ? 

Must Beauty's bed 
Be yet the grave, which none but reptiles seek ? 

Ye sensual Dead ! 
Where now your wreaths, your sparkling wine-cups, where ? 
Do perfumes float upon the chamel air ; 

Or have ye sped 
From life to meet no friends but corses there ? 



loo THE DEAD, 



Ye gifted Dead ! 
Whose kindling spirit fired the tuneful tongue — 
So silent now ? Oh, where the flood of song 

That once ye shed ? 
Hushed is the voice, the broken harp unstrung ! 

Ye abject Dead ! 
Serf, exile, pauper, prisoner, outlaw, slave ! 
Sleep ye less soundly in your trampled grave 

Than he whose head 
Was diademed with power that could not save ? 

Ye common Dead ! 
Lord — Beauty — Genius — ^Bondsman — ^Beggar — ^All — 
Or tombed in sepulchre or cairn — 'neath turf or pall— 

Our voice and tread 
On your closed ear alike unheeded fall. 



9i iDeaD {nfant 

2 Samubl xii. 23. 

Sleep, floral germ! soft swathed 
From the cold winter's blast — 

Thou may*st not now be scathed 
By rude storms sweeping past. 

Sleep — for thy little day, 

Marred by earth's lineal blight, 
Had all the dawn's drear grey, 

Without its flush of light 

Sleep — ^yes — thy waxen brow, 
Pure as the Alp's white wreath, 

Wears not a shadow now : 
Mourners ! can this be death ? 

Scarcely — for that still breast 
Was a mere house of clay. 



I02 A DEAD INFANT, 



Wherein a heavenly guest 
Sojourned for one brief day. 

He came, but saw that Sin 

Would wreck this earthen home ; 

That Care would mar within, 
And Sorrow cloud with gloom. 

He felt the serpent's sting 
Where'er he pressed the sod ; 

And so he plumed his wing, 
And hastened back to God ! 



Cr(btttarp Fergeg 

TO THE MEMORY OF THE POETESS MARY ANN BROWNE. 

" We seek thee — ^but nought save a voice is left." 

Sketches of the Antique, p. 42. 

O RAPT Enchantress of the magic shell, 

On whom th' afflattcs of poetic power, 
Fraught with creative inspiration, fell, 

Gifting the soul with intellectual dower ; 

Sjrren ! whose notes allured, but not to death, 
For Heaven and holy Virtues were thy themes, 

How oft we've hung upon thy vocal breath. 

And, spell-chained, heard the music of thy dreams ! 

Daughter of Song ! art thou, too, with the dead, 
Silent as they ? And is thy golden lute 

On earth for ever hushed — ^no more to shed 

Sweet strains, as flowers their perfume — cold and 
mute ? 



104 TRIBUTARY VERSES, 

The sentient echoes of our listening hearts 
Still tremble with thy latest minstrelsy, 

Effusing such soft thrills as light imparts 

To the long-dimmed and watching-wearied eye. 

Thine was, in sooth, " a pleasant voice/' whose words 
Were witcheries, the truant Peace to win : — 

Like those of Jesse's son, thy harp's weird chords 
Exorcised the dark fiend that lurked within. 

But thou hast left us ! Ah ! the floral wreath 
Our hands had culled and woven for thy brow 

To thee no grateful redolence can breathe, 
And on thy tomb we sadly cast it now. 

Adieu, thou gentle spirit ! though our love 

With gushing tears bedews thy grave's fresh sod, 

We joy to feel that 'mid Heav'n's choirs above 
Thou'lt hymn for aye Hosannahs to thy God. 



In inemotiatn. 

A. B. R.* 

Thou art gone, like the day which from dawning 
through noon 
Until eve was all-beautiful, bright, and benign; 

Thy life to our homes and our hearts was Heav'n's 
boon, 
For thy spirit was lustrous with halos divine. 

Thou art gone — and the presence that gladdened 
our eyes, 
That amongst us in shade as in sunshine late trod, 

like Elijah's, has suddenly passed to the skies, 
And waits in the porch of the palace of God. 

Thou art gone — sad we gazed on the coflSn and 
shroud 
That wrapped all was mortal of thee in the dust ; 

* Arthur Blexmerhassett Rowan, D.D., late Archdeacon of AiUfert. 
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Yet although selfish sorrow will see but the cloud, 
Thou art marked far above by the eye of Faith's 
trust. 

Thou art gone — and the wail of the widow is deep, 
Of the orphan and friendless, the weak and distrest ; 

For thy mercy o'er misery ever did keep 
Loving watch, and thy hand to the troubled brought 
rest 

Thou art gone — ah ! we look to the pulpit and pew. 
To the chair now so blank ; and. we listen in vain 

For that dear voice, whose teachings, so tender and 
true. 
Were wont to give guidance — to soothe the soul's pain. 

Thou art gone — ^may the Grace that was with thee 
bq ours 
To follow thy footsteps — to war and to win — 

To reach, as thou'st reached, the blest Paradise 
bowers, 
Unmarred by earth's suffering — unstained by earth's 
sin. 



IN MEMORIAM. 107 



Thou art gone — thou art gone from the Cross to 
the Crown, 
From the glamours of time to the glory of light — 

Lord of Hosts ! on Thy still-battling soldiers look 
down, 
And like victory grant in this red field of fight. 



Cl)e DeatI) of ([OorD£(tDort|). 

Fjrom out earth's " house of bondage/' 'franchised soul ! 

Thou hast achieved thine exodus at length. 
Long from Hope's Pisgah, through the clouds that roll 

Eound Heaven's far frontiers, had thy ken of 
strength, 
With the clear lens of telescopic Faith, 
Looked earnest out o'er the dark Jordan, Death. 

But now the callow wing at last full-fledged 

Hath spurned the narrow nest. Away — away — 

No longer impotent or straitly hedged. 
Thine eagle spirit to the home of day 

Joyaunt in realised aspirings soars, 

And folds its pinions on celestial shores. 

My father ! lo, the horsemen and the wheels 
Of the fire-chariot — seraph honour-guard * 

* Psalm xxviii. 17, and Heb. i 14. 
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Sent to escort thee. Ah 1 thy nation feels, 
As felt the prophet sons of eld, how hard 
Is parting with such guide. On whom of all 
Thy brethren followers may thy mantle fall ? 

Whate'er of thee could die is dead ; and earth 
The sublime ethics of thy lips hath lost. 

Well wert thou named ; thy Words indeed were Worth, 
For they were Wisdom — sage, yet winning most. 

Thou*rt now but as s\^eet dream which of Heaven 
taught — 

A dream that's past, but cannot be forgot. 



Remembrance. 

Tis sweet to be remembered by the friends that we 

have met — 
(And who has roamed life's desert, nor some wells of 

friendship found ? ) 
To think of byegone kindness, when afar our tent is 

set, 
Is like the memory of bright dreams when waking chill 

is round. 

Tis sweet to be remembered by the good and wise and 

true; 
To be enbalmed in minds like theirs, gives, surely, 

honest pride — 
And though His joy where'er we.go ever to find friends 

new, 
*' The old are better," say we still, and worth all else 

beside. 
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But there is One remembrance higher prized — of deeper 

power. 
The recollection of One heart more faithful than the 

rest ; 
As 'mid our native plants the scent of some rich orient 

flower 
O'ercomes all other perfumes when its fragrance is 

expressed. 

Time dulls the vivid photographs, sun-painted in the 

past, 
And Friendship's likenesses will fade — their colours all 

depart : 
But Love has found a process that retains the image 

fast, 
And Memory shrines the miniature for ever in the 

heart. 



9 ^otV& Cfitenolip. 

[The material of the following is not sabstantiallj original: the ore of 
which it is composed was found among some old prose extracts, and is 
now for the first time cast in the mould of poetry.] 

I COULD do better than I yet have done. 

But not so far excel what I have writ, 

As to make all the difference between 

Obscurity and Fame. 'Tis not a brief 

Endured existence in the lettered world 

That to my warm endeavourings can prove 

A sanction and a motive ; and, now, since 

A noble immortalit/s denied, 

I fain at once would smk into obUvion. 

The sentence has been passed. I have not that 

Far-reaching Hope which maketh its appeal 

To the decision of posterity. 

My labours have been futile, my career 

An error, without meaning, without aim. 

I sought it not, the gift of Poesy ! 
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I shrank not from the ruder toils of life ; 

Yea, strove to follow them, but strove in vain. 

I could not walk along the wondrous earth 

With busy forward tread as other men ; 

The fair phenomfenon detained — withheld me ! 

Flowers on their slender stalks could prove enough 

To block my path, the light acacia fling 

The barrier of its beauty 'thwart my way ; 

The thought-like stream would bend me to its 

windings. 
Was't fault of mine that Nature was replete 
With feeling that encompassed and enthralled me ? 
On the lakers surface at the eventide 
There lay, how sweet a sadnessi from the hiUs, 
Blue as the heaven, Hope visited my souL* 
There was perpetual revelry of thought 
Amidst the clouds, and in the vast expanse. 
This passion of the poet filled my heart. 
Unknowing what it was. It came, the gift 
Of tranquil skies, by playful zephyrs breathed ; 
And from the silent stars it fell 

* Psalm cxxi. 1. 
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With many a deep and trancing influence. 
I saw my fellow-men pursue — enjoy 
The manifold prosperities of life ; 
I felt no envy in their best success, 
No share in their desires ; I could not curb 
Nor gather in n^ mind to the concerns 
Of personal welfare, I had leaned mine ear 
Unto the earth, and heard the beating pulse 
That thriUed her mighty heart, and eager caught 
The awing murmur of her mysteries ! 
And soon my spirit lost all aptitude 
For narrow purpose, or for selfish aim. 
Then stood I forth as the interpreter 
Of his own word to man. Alas ! I am 
Myself the foremost of the craving crowd.* 
Gone, gone for ever is the pleasant Hope 
That danced before me on the path it lit 
With feet that wearied not, and never paused. 
gay Illusion ! whither hast thou led ? 
To what dark desolation has the sweet, 

* " The fountain of the Muses bursting from a harren rock is no inapt 
emblem of the hard source whence much of the genius of this world has 
issued." — Moore*8 **Life of Sheridan.** 
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Wild music of thy course conducted me ? 

With the ripe fruitage of afifections rich 

My soul is laden; but I am myself 

Forlorn and disregarded ! oh, I bum 

With sympathies innumerable ; yet 

Am shut in darkness out from social warmth, 

From all the dear relationships that make 

The homes of others happy ; I am faint 

With intense passion for the Beautiful, 

And my heart pants with an unclaimed devotion ; 

Unclaimed ? Mayhap by any of the earth ; 

But there is One who asks, '* Give me thine heart," 

The One who unto me offers in love 

All that th' immortal spirit could desire — 

Life, Light, Peace, Blessing, Joy, Salvation, Heaven ! 



THE END. 



PRINTED BY BALLANTYNB AND COMI'ANV 
EDINBURGH AND LONDON. 



